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Chapter  1  by  Feodor 

I'm  sorry  if  you  don't  know  how  much  I  love  you.  Not  because  of  your  body  or  your  mind,  but 
because  of  your  eyes.  Because  when  I  look  inside  of  those  giant,  coloured  balls,  I  can  only  see 
you.  The  real  you.  The  rest  is  what  you  have  been  given,  but  your  eyes  show  something  you  have 
made.  Your  strength,  your  love,  your  fake  pessimism.  They  show  that  no  matter  how  long  it 
takes,  you  will  achieve  your  goals.  They  show,  you. 

And  I  want  to  let  you  know  this  today,  because  tomorrow,  may  very  wel  I  be  my  last.  And  if  it  is,  I 
want  to  die  as  purely  and  honestly  as  I  was  born.  So  here  is  my  first  letter,  the  one  I  have  always 
wanted  to  send  and  never  had  the  guts  to  write.  I  love  you.  -G 

Chapter  2  by  Feodor 

The  truth  is,  Jamie,  I  never  could  live  up  to  your  expectations.  I  in  every  way  was  a 
disappointment  to  you.  And  that's  okay.  But  what  isn't  okay  is  what  you  did  to  me,  what  you  do 
to  me,  even  as  I  write  this  letter  I  feel  it  pressing  hard  against  my  soul.  I  am  worth  so  much  more 
than  you  beloved  I  was  worth.  Even  now,  in  this  last  day,  I  am  doing  something  more  meaningful 
than  you  would  ever  have  let  me  do.  I'm  a  greatly  flawed  person,  Jamie,  and  so  I  can't  forgive 
you.  I  have  tried.  But  what  you  have  done  is  just  too  cruel.  Goodbye.  I'm  sorry.  -G 

Chapter  3  by  Feodor 

Dear  Agather, 

I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't  tell  you  this,  so  I  will  tell  you. 

You  were  the  best  mother  I  ever  had.  Then  again  I  didnt  have  a  lot  to  go  off. 
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And  if  it  wasn't  my  last  two  days  on  Earth,  and  you  wern't  three  days  travel  away,  I  wouldn't  be 
sending  this,  and  I  would  be  cvallingyou  Sister  Waldridge,  not  Agather. 

But  this  is  the  end,  and  you  will  never  toutch  me  again. 

You  always  encouraged  poetry,  so  here  it  is; 

I  will  not  go  gentle, 

but  still  I  say  to  you,  good  night 

-G 
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